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Dream Dragon 


| grab the lighter off the table, using it to light the reefer in my hand and sigh in pleasure. God but | love 
when my parents are gone. | have the house to myself for once. The familiar chords of ‘Mama Kin filter down 


from upstairs and | smile. Almost to myself. But | don't want this one to leave. 


The stairs float under my feet, the carpet billowing away with each step as | climb higher and silently slip into 
my room. He waits for me there, sitting on the slate grey bed sheets, his shaggy mop of hair obscuring his 
face as he holds that guitar as it was gold. 


Its not. Its not even worth cardboard but he loves it. The way he touches it, you just know. It's just a cheap 
thing my parents got me. But now it's his. 


He rocks slowly with the beat, lost, and he's the most beautiful thing I've ever seen | can't really help it 
anymore, my eyes are completely glued to him, watching his every move. He's always attracted my attention, 
ever since he was the awkward new kid in school trying to break his arm on his skateboard. How long ago was 
that? Seems like a lifetime. Lifetime of a fucking dream and he's mine. 


Its not really fair, though. That he's only been playing a few months and all ready he's better than I'll ever be. 


Not fair that he's only know that guitar a few months and its worth more than me. 


| lean up again the only steady thing in the slowly spinning room, taking a drag off the joint and breathing deep 
as | watch his fingers slide over the frets. | laugh quietly. He doesn't even know I'm here-so lost in the dream. 


| could watch him forever. 


Some day he'll be better than everyone. Except maybe Hendrix. But its tough to call when your competition's 
dead. Someday he'll be the best. And he won't even know it-too lost in the notes to realize. 


His fingers slip on a chord and without missing a beat he restarts. | grin; this was a good a time as any. 


He doesn't look up as | slowly stalk him. Still doesn't know I'm here-he's blind with that guitar. | crawl onto the 
sheets, sliding myself around behind him on the bed. He doesn't put down the guitar but | can see his grin 
behind his hair. Hi Slash. 


| slide my arms around his shoulders, my left hand slithering down his chest while my right offers him the 
joint. He tilts his head back, his hair spilling away from his face and over his shoulders but his eyes are still 
closed and the guitar is still playing. | bring the reefer up to his lips-lips | fantasize about every night-and he 
takes a long drag. He's still playing the guitar but | don't recognize the song. Just jamming now. Smoke curls out 
from the corners of his mouth and he looks like a dragon, sitting there on my bed. 


| set the joint down on my stand carefully, taking the time to put it out and run a hand over his hair. "Slash." 
The notes from the guitar climb higher as he slides down the frets. "Slash" his breath hitches as | slip my 
hand down under his waist band but he still plays. | laugh and bury my rose in his hair. | guess. 


He doesn't let go of the guitar easily and it takes me a few minutes to pry his fingers off of it. When | finally 
manage to get it out of his grasp, he turns in my arms, his head craning back to press his mouth to mine and 
he buries his fingers in my hair, clinging to me. He flicks his tongue over my lips as | drop the guitar to the 

floor, encouraging me to let him in. | open my mouth, but | don't let him explore. Instead | push him to the bed, 


shoving my tongue down his throat. My idea, so | get to lead 


His leg curls and he presses it to my side as | break off the kiss, coming up to look at him. His hair is spilled 
over my pillows, the black curls having a mind of their own, while his dazed eyes smile up at me. He curls his 
lips into a grin as he runs a finger down my chest, his finger swirling in the hair there. He's always liked my 


chest hair. He thinks it's funny and | don't know why. Calls me furry. 


| mock growl and lean down to lick the side of his face. He turns to give me better access, laughing as one 
hand combs through my hair. | push my hand up under his shirt, stroking his side and he fairly purrs. My 
other hand begins to push his jeans down over his hips and his purr cuts off short as he swallows hard, 
holding completely still in anticipation 


"STEEVEN?" We jerk apart and, overbalanced, | fall off the bed, landing on my ass. Lucky for me | just barely 


missed my guitar, because Slash, not even bothering to worry about me, quickly snatches it up, cradling it like 


a baby. If | had broken it.. 


"Steven? Are you here?" | look over at Slash but he's already retreated into his hair, hiding from my visitor, 
the world, and probably from me. Fuck. Fuck me with a spoon. Why now? 


| stand up to sit on the bed next to him. | take the joint off the stand, throwing it into a drawer and turn to 
fix him with a stare. He scoots farther away, not wanting us to be found together in, well, a compromising 
position, but | grab his hair, pulling him closer. | kiss him hard and fierce and as he slowly licks his lips, his 


eyes closed, | turn towards the open door. "Up here, Mom!" 


lIl finish this dream later. 


